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/ILL LIEBERSQN 



*gtihe j>lea of Ted Femur was the plea of all of us against f&e Hurried ' inevitability 
~ of Ate sitd of death J We are rushed too soon at a mad, headlong" face into the 
arms of death, leaving Behind so much that was unfinished, as did Ted Femur in 

THEDEAD LOVER RETURNS/ 



• DEATH TOOK ME TOO SOON -' 
you MUST UNPEH5TANP THAT IT WAS 
> BEFORE MY TIME J I NEVER HflPA CHANCE 
TO LOVE Pi GIRL IN THE WORLP Of THE 
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SPOUT 
SCRIBES HAP i 
A LOT TO SAY t 
ASOLT 7HS : 
SENSATIONAL 
RCOKIE-ANi? i 
AU W&SPI6HT L 

BBMOlNE'S 
WORLD! 
WAT IS, 
UNTIL 7HE . 
FSU0WNG 
MONDAY, ■ 
HE WENT IN , 
70 'PITCH THE 
Nl6UT<FAMB:\ 

km blood 

COLO I 



1 




Hl$ ACTION ALMOST HA O UM ZUSPSNOEQ, BUT HE W$ 
FAX TOO VALUABLE FOft THAT! MANAGER BUD IB 
LYMES WAS HEAVY TO ACCEPT HIM, BVEM with MIS 
STKAHGB IDIOSWCRACIES. BUT ONB NIGHT — 




THAT PEMOINE KIP IS A 
POSSIBLE ALL-TI/HE GREAT.' 
MAYBE THE GREATEST 
AU. AROUNP PLAYER 

EVER KNOWN * 

IN BASEBALL /J 
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THE SHRUNKEN HEAD 

Bv Stephen /,. n «If 




THE helicopter circled the clearing and 
then settled down like a great lazy bird. 
The door opened and the broad, burly figure 
of Dr. Farnsworth leaped easily to the ground. 

"Bring out the gear, boys," he called over 
his shoulder. 

Keating and Spence appeared in the door- 
way. They dragged out four large duffle bags. 

Dr. Farnsworth breathed in the warm air. 
This was his air— the air of the thick Brazilian 
jungle, the jungle he had crossed and recrossed 
on a dozen such expeditions until he knew the 
territory like the back of his hand, and until 
he knew all of its secrets save one. And now 
deep in Jibaro Indian country, deeper than he 
had ever dared to penetrate before, he sensed 
that he was reaching the end of his quest. That 
final secret, too, and the treasure that went 
With It, would soon be his. 

As Keating brought down the last bag, there 
was an ever so slight rustle in the foliage and 
a spear glinted in the sun. 

."Savages," whispered Keating. "I hear that 
they cut off the heads of their enemies and 
shrink them to the size of a monkey's!" 

The doctor quieted^him with a wave of his 
hand and then addressed himself in the native 
Jibaro tongue. He called on the savages to 
show themselves, and soon a dozen or so half- 
naked men, eyes wide with wonder at the 
strangers who had dropped out of the sky, 
emerged into the clearing. They held their 
spears high and some had blow-guns to their 
lips, but the doctor reassured them and soon 
their chief appeared. 

Spence and Keating opened one of the duffle 
bags and Dr. Farnsworth made presents of 
heads and bits of colored cloth to the natives. 
The chief in particular was delighted, and he 
had a tent prepared for them in his village. 
There they lived for over a month, gladly 
taking the opportunity to study the ways .and 
the customs of the tribe. 

But Dr. Farnsworth was after richer game. 

"I have heard tell," he said one day to Keat- 
ing and Spence, "that these savages worship 
at a secret altar hidden in an enormous cave 



somewhere in the mountains — an altar . en- 
crusted with priceless jewels! I mean to have 
that altar! What a prize!" 

The doctor waited patiently for his .oppor- 
tunity and one day he learned that there was 
to be an important religious observance at the. 
secret shrine. He immediately sought out the 
chief to request permission to witness the 
ceremony and he brought with him a pair of 
loud ticking wrist watches. Eager to accept so 
unusual a gift, the chief granted him his 
request. 

That night, in the full of the moon, Dr. 
Farnsworth and his young assistants set out 
with the eld.ers of the tribe. It was a long and 
arduous journey leading finally to a subter- 
ranean passage at the end of which was a great 
cave. All about on the rocky ledges of the cave 
were hundreds of tiny heads, apparently the 
accumulation of many years. These heads were 
no bigger than a man's fist, shrunken and 
black, grotesque caricatures of the faces they 
once, had been, with wisps of the long natural 
hair hanging weird and lifeless from the shriv- 
eled scalps. In the center of the cave stood a 
crudely carved wooden altar. It was set with 
precious jewels, rubies and emeralds and sap= 
phi res. 

"That altar," said the doctor to his two com- 
panions, "it must be worth a fortune. This is 
what I have come for." 

"Tell me." said the doctor in Jibaro to the 
chief, "are there no guards over this treasure?" 

"Ah yes," replied the chief, "there are 
guards. You see them all about you. They are 
the spirits of these shrunken heads, and for 
him who desecrates this place, thev hold a 
punishment more horrible than death!" 

Then the chief gave a signal and the sav- 
ages began their strange ritual, marked by 
chanting and the beating .of drums and a wild, 
convulsive dance that steadily grew more and 
more violent until finally it seemed to rock 
the entire cave. 

On the return journey, Spence and Keating 
were full of questions on the significance of 
of the music and the various movements o£ 
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the dance and about the mysterious shrunken 
heads. 

"I'll never understand how they shrink 
them." remarked Spence. "The heads are so 
real and yet so fantastic." 

"It i3 a simple trick," answered Dr. Farns- 
worth. "The head is cut from the body and the 
bone and tissue removed. Next, while the face 
still retains its form, the head is filled with 
hot sands. The sands shrink the skin tight and 
in proportion so that the original features of 
the dead person are preserved in miniature." 

He then, turned to the chief, repeated his 
explanation and asked if that were not so. 

"You are men from a strange world," re- 
plied the chief. "If I were to tell you that, 
while we do not descend from the skies on the 
backs of huge birds, we too have our magic, 
you would only laugh." 

Dr. Farnsworth had made up his mind. He 
would steal out unnoticed to the cave, the 
location of which he had carefully noted, and 
he would carry off the jeweled altar. He would 
not take his two assistants into his confidence 
because he wanted the treasure to himself — 
even though he knew full well their dire fate 
once the theft was discovered. 

On the first moonless night when the village 
was asleep, the doctor put on his brace of 
pistols, carefully checked to see that they were 
loaded, and then made the long journey to the 
hidden cave. He found the wooden, altar fairly 
light, and placing it upon his broad shoulders, 
he returned by a circuitous route to the clear- 
ing where his helicopter stood waiting. Within 
a few minutes he was in the air and on his way 
back to civilization. Following the river to- 
ward the coast, he finally set down his craft at 
the first big town. 

The news of his return from th.e jungle 
spread quickly and reporters gathered for his 
story. It was a thrilling tale that the ddctor 
told — how he and his two companions had 
been ambushed by fierce savages, how his com- 
panions had been murdered and how he had 
narrowly escaped with his life. 

Though be had told his story well and 
though he had no fear that the truth would be 
discovered, the doctor still found sleep diffi- 
cult that night. The sticky tropical dampness 
seemed to press in upon him and he tossed 
feverishly on the hotel cot. What was it the 
chief had said? "For him who desecrates this 



place, they hold a punishment more horrible 
than death!" Suddenly he sat bolt upright. 
Two figures in long winding sheets stood 
framed in the doorway. With a slow and 
measured hand, they began to unwind the 
gruesome covering. Dr. Farnsworth's eye3 
were wide with terror! The figures were 
headless! 

Now they were beckoning to him. And the 
doctor, as though hypnotized, arose from his 
cot. He followed them through the door, but 
instead of being in the hall of the hotel, h« 
found himself in a long, dark, dank passage 
like the entrance to a cave. The white figures 
glided before him and Dr. Farnsworth hurried 
to. keep up with them. He slipped and fell and 
bruised his knees. His blood was running and 
his head pounded like the beating of th« 
sacred drums and he ran faster — faster! And 
all at once, he was deep in the cave at the 
shrine with the row on row of shrunken heads. 
The altar was back in its place and two newly 
shrunk heads rested on it. The doctor looked 
at the features and a shriek arose from the 
very bottom of his being. The tiny heads, eyes 
staring at him, lips curled in their last agonies, 
were the heads of Keating and Spence! Then 
he knew who the two figures were and he 
threw himself on the ground and begged their 
forgiveness. But the two heads, the two accus- 
ing, staring heads, were silent. . . . 

Wfc OWN STAIRS in the lobby of the hotel, 

the manager and some of the" newsmen, 
who were still about discussing the doctor's 
story, were suddenly brought to their feet. A 
blood-curdling cry had come unmistakably 
from the doctor's room. They rushed up the 
stairs. The door was locked! The manager 
pounded on it vigorously. 

"No! No!" came Dr. Farnsworth's terrified 
vo'.ce. "By all that's holy, don't come in!" 

The men put their shoulders to the door. 
With a loud crack of the wood it burst open 
and (here, before their horrified gaze, stood 
Dr. Farnsworth- His broad figure bulked in 
the center o£ the room but his head — his head 
was shrunk no bigger than a monkey's and his 
eyes, the- small, beady eyes of a cornered rat, 
ran over their faces in panic! 

THE END 
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SO FAR My RESEARCH HAS BEEN 
LIMITED TO ANIMAL5, BUT I WOULD J 
GIVE My SOUL FOR A HUMAN 
BEING.' 
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Thompson pushed into the labora- 
tory AND STOOD 1 SSFORE THE 
LIVING HEAD.' 



KILL ME WEASEL.' SMASH 
THIS MACHINE.' YOU CAN'T 
KNOW WHAT THIS IS LIKE. I 
THINK.' I FEEL.' BUT I HAVE 
NO ARMS ' NO LEGS.' 
NO SOW ! 




I WINDOWS BARRED -THAT'S 
( GOOD. WHERE DOE© 
V THAT DOOR LEAD ? . - j 
r> UjdLLJ 



m 



JH UNCONTROLLABLE FURY, THE POWER- 
MAO GANGSTER SEIZED THE DIA- 
BOLICAL SCIENTIST By THE THROAT.' 



Helpless, Thompson releases 
the gasping professor. 



SOME DAY, ALPHA, yOU WILL GO TOO 
FAR.' AND NOW, GENIUS, £ WANT 
YOU TO PLAN A JOB FOR ME— THE 
WORTHINGTON ESTATE AT HAMPTON 
BEACH 
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THESE EYES HAVE SEEN BEHIND THE COVER OF... 





10* ON SALE AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND 104 



